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	1. The Point of Divergence

_**Halo: Paradigm Shifts**_

Chapter One: _The Point of Divergence_

What's up, everyone? This is my first ever HaloXMass Effect crossover! For those of you who are eagerly awaiting my other story, Eternal Legends, I assure you this story will NOT take priority over it. This is an idea that I've been toying with for a damn long time and I've decided to say fuck it and write it before anyone else on the site got to the idea before I did.

Full Warning: This is EXTREMELY AU! A lot of characters are going to have slightly altered personalities, due to…you know, different circumstances. So don't go bitching at me about stupid shit, when everything can be answered with: It's fan fiction, not canon, get over it.

I also want to recognize that this is NOT human centered AT ALL. Period. If I do decide to introduce the UNSC/Systems Alliance they will not appear until MUCH later. So until then, you won't even get so much as a peep at what's happening in UNSC space.

Full Summary: In a twist of fate, a slipspace malfunction on the Covenant vessel _Minor Transgression_ goes haywire and lead the Jiralhanae led vessel into Citadel space to an outer rim turian colony. As a result, the Covenant never encounters the UNSC and subsequently, declares the Citadel races as Heretics. The Citadel races now face a foe that far surpasses the threat of the Rachni and Krogan combined, as they fight for one thing all of their species have in common: survival.

(-x.0.0.x-)

(Somewhere in the Orion Arm, Age of Doubt, onboard Jiralhanae vessel Minor Transgression)

Tartarus trotted aimlessly towards the bridge of his uncle's ship, the _Minor Transgression_. The young Jiralhanae, in all honestly, wasn't too happy about the arrangement. It wasn't that the ship wasn't nice, or hell, outdated, the exact opposite. More it was the fact that the Hierarchs only gave him a ship that could be barely classified as one of the Covenant's SDV-class heavy corvettes. Now, granted, this wasn't a warship and was technically only a missionary vessel designed for finding relics of the gods, but even still! Maccabeus, his uncle, was the Chieftain for Forerunner's sake!

"The gods know that if one of those Sangheili had asked for a bigger vessel, they would've gotten it without so much as lifting a finger," he mumbled to himself in disgust. While he didn't exactly _hate_ the Hierarch's protectors, the fact that his race always playing second fiddle to them always rubbed him the wrong way. His uncle, outwardly at least, seemed to take the relationship in stride, seemingly not caring one way or the other.

Tartarus sighed and ran a frustrated paw through his distinctive silver-colored Mohawk. Complaining wasn't going to improve the situation, not by a long shot. He may have been young, but even he knew that he had to pick his battles wisely.

He came up to the bridge doors, guarded by a pair of Jiralhanae minors. They recognized him instantly and let him through, the doors making a distinctive and faint beeping as they slid open. Tartarus had to admit, for being only a missionary vessel; the _Minor Transgression_ was damn impressive. The slick and distinctive purple architecture blended in perfectly with the bridge of the ship, along with the latest and greatest of upgrades where it was needed: armor, light-plasma weapons, shielding, propulsion etc. Although the slipspace drive wasn't the most glamorous engine in the empire, it still got the job done, even if it did act up every blue moon.

Maccabaeus was standing center mass, tranquilly watching the stars as the missionary-class starship smoothly sailed the ocean that was outer space. Standing twelve feet tall, he was a giant, even by Jiralhanae standards and while firm and a sometimes an overbearing hardass, he was always fair, earning the genuine respect of those under him, even the Unggoy and Kig-Yar. The brute chieftain woke up from his daze, noticing his nephew.

"Ah! Tartarus! I was wondering when you'd stop by," he spoke to him, seemingly in a great mood.

"Well, I had nothing else better to do, uncle," Tartarus dryly replied, giving a sidelong look.

His uncle gave an amused chuckle. "Perhaps, so. That being said, I'm glad you're here. I've just received new orders from the Hierarchs…."

"Oh?" Tatarus replied, although inwardly his BS meters were going haywire. Since when did the Hierarchs give orders to a lowly missionary vessel? Something wasn't adding up.

"Yes…we've been given the honor to explore and search for new artifacts from gods…outside of the veil," he revealed. Tartarus' eyes widened to their greatest extent. The 'veil' was a colloquial term that referred to the outermost borders of the Covenant Empire. For unknown reasons, the Prophets had forbidden most ships from going outside of it, unless it was for _**very**_ specific circumstances…until now apparently.

"Ar-Are you serious?" he gapped, still stunned by that revelation.

"Deadly serious, Tartarus," Maccabaeus replied with a feral grin worthy of his species. "Imagine it…this lone vessel potentially finding hundreds, no _**thousands**_, of the relics our lords left behind!"

"This whole crew would be famous amongst the Empire," Tartarus noted. '_Plus, it would put a leg up on those Sangheili. The opportunity is just to good to pass up.' _He added inwardly with an evil glee. Oh, yes. The Jiralhanae would be well on their way to becoming the will of the Prophets and their escort in the Great Journey.

"Yes, we would. Most importantly however, we'd be instrumental in the start of the Great Journey!" He was a true believer and just the idea that he would be part of something bigger than himself; it both humbled and fascinated the Brute Chieftain.

His XO, a Brute Captain encased in purple-red armor, came up to him and beat his chest once, the Jiralhanae equivalent of a salute. "Sir, we'll be approaching the end of the veil in less than five minutes. All personnel, vehicles, weapons, and equipment are all accounted for in full," he reported.

Maccabeus nodded in thanks. "Thank you, Vorenus. I take it the deacon has found his living arrangements…" a pause, "…acceptable?"

Vorenus snorted lightly. "Of course, Chieftain. Though I still don't see why he's so special…he's Unggoy and like most of them…I find them nuisances."

The Chieftain's eyes narrowed. "I'd watch your tongue, Vorenus. An Unggoy, he is, yes, but he is still a deacon and subsequently a member of the _Ministry of Tranquility_. What you say borders on heresy. Keep such personal feelings to yourself. The wrong person hears you and its your head, not mine. Am I clear?" Vorenus begrudgingly nodded in complete understanding.

"Good. Dismissed," he permitted him to leave. Giving a quick beat of his chest, the XO of the _Minor Transgression_ excited the bridge to go to his own devices.

"Problems with him?" Tartarus inquired, curious at that recent interaction.

"No…I trust him with my own life," he assured him as he pressed some icons on the table in front of him. "However…he has some...issues to work out. Let's just leave it at that." His tone broke no room for argument, which his nephew wisely picked up on and let the matter drop. Well, at least for now.

An engineer turned in his seat. "Chieftain! Approaching the veil in less than sixty seconds!"

Maccabaeus gave the young minor a feral grin and turned on the intercom so the entire ship could hear him. "My brothers and sisters in the path to the Great Journey! Today is a most glorious day for us all! For we have been given the blessing by the High Prophets to explore this seemingly endless galaxy outside of the veil! Honor and opportunities such as this come only once in a lifetime! Today, we make history as we bring our mighty Covenant to glorious salvation!"

Even Tartarus had to admit that the short speech had gotten him hyped up as the repressed feelings of excitement had taken over his normally stoic and snarky personality. The rest of the crew cheered, apparently hyped up as well to do their jobs to the best of their abilities.

"Sir, we've finally crossed the veil!" another Jiralhanae engineer reported.

"Good. Take us into Slipspace!" the Chieftain ordered. This was it. There moment of glory. For the next three months, they would be searching outside of the veil for any relics and artifacts the Forerunners had left behind. A white portal at the bow of the _Minor Transgression_ appeared as the Covenant missionary ship was transported to the eleven-dimensional void of slipspace. Everything seemed to go well until…

The bridge suddenly violently rocked, almost enough to make both Jiralhanae on their knees. "What's going on!?" Maccabeus bellowed in anger. Their journey had just started and already they were having some issues?!

"Chieftain!" a panicked voice yelled over the COM channel. It was from the engineers that primarily kept the slipspace drive up and running. "Something's wrong with the drive!"

"What?! EXPLAIN NOW!" Maccabeus roared slamming his fist on the table. Tartarus had to recoil in shock. He had never seen his uncle raise his voice unless absolutely necessary. He must've been absolutely furious.

"The drive was working perfectly as we checked and rechecked several times before and during our journey to the veil…as soon as we crossed it, the drive started going haywire!"

"Can you fix it?" His voice was calm._ Too_ calm. Tartarus realized it then: his uncle was now in a state of tranquil fury and even he had to be cautious around the chieftain.

"We've been trying, sir! We've had no luck in-"

The engineer's reply was cut short as the ship violently rocked again, cutting off the communications line. Tartarus was thrown, quite literally, off his feet. "Sir! The Slipspace stream is accelerating us!"

"What?!" That shouldn't be possible. The speed a ship traveled in slipspace depended entirely on the ship and drive it used in question.

"I can't explain it, sir! The _Minor Transgression_ is moving at speeds that shouldn't be theoretically possible with a ship this small! The coordinates are all over the place! We could be anywhere in the galaxy after we exit."

'_IF we exit!'_ Maccabeus growled in frustration. He was about to give out new orders before all he saw was a flash of light that rocked the ship and sent him to the ground as well as the bridge crew. The last thing he heard was his nephew repeatedly calling him and then…everything went completely black.

(-x.0.0.x-)

(Mactare System, Turian colony "Taetrus")

Captain Desolas Arterius peacefully stridden through the Turians' newest settled colony of Taetrus. The garden world was discovered completely by accident as a Turian frigate was searching for the four most precious elements in the galaxy: Iridium, Platinum, Palladium, and most of all, Element Zero…or as it was colloquially referred to: eezo. They found the planet that was perfect for the turians' amino-based diet. The colony was only ten years old, but it was already thriving with a plethora of economic activity and would soon become another military hub for the Turian Hierarchy given enough time and progress for the colony.

So far, the colony was only protected by two carriers that stowed dozens upon dozens of fighter craft, half-a-dozen cruisers, and a plethora of frigates of all types and classes. Eventually the Hierarchy wanted to quadruple the size of Taetrus' defense fleet protected by dreadnoughts and dozens of cruisers. However, this would take a considerable amount of time considering that the colony was on the very edge of Citadel space and around fifteen thousand light-years away from both Palaven and the monstrous Citadel itself. Not exactly close neighbors…but the Hierarchy felt the planet had enormous potential, so they felt the investment was well worth it.

Desolas had moved here, along with his younger brother, Saren, some four years ago, as a brand new lieutenant. Through hard work and dedication, as expected of any Turian, he had rose to the rank of captain and was trusted enough to be put in charge of the defense of the capital city of Vallum, the colony's only major city so far. His brother was only fourteen and in a years time, he's go through military training, likely here on Taetrus, the first class to do so. Although he was young, Saren had certain…traits that he hoped would mellow out when he started his training.

"Well, I guess I should let him have his fun, while it lasts," Desolas said to himself as he walked in his house after the door biometrically scanned his hand and eyes. "Saren! I'm home!" he called out, although he wasn't really expecting an answer. Predictably, there was none. However, there was a notepad on the table. Setting his sidearm down, the Turian captain picked it up and read its contents.

_Desolas,_

_Won't be back until way after dinner. Playing war games. Don't worry about me eating anything….will probably pick up something on the way back. _

_Don't know why you refuse to play with us. It's all in good fun. Ah, well. Your loss. _

_Regards,_

_Saren. _

Desolas shook his head. Spirits, that boy would be the end of him. Although at certain times it felt like he was giving his younger brother way too much leeway, considering his position in the Turian military, all in all, he was a good kid. Never got in any serious trouble and, as far as he knew, wasn't affiliated with any crime syndicates or gangs. As far as Desolas was concerned, until Saren gave him a reason not to, he'd always trust him and give him the benefit of the doubt.

Knowing that his brother wouldn't be home for another four hours give or take, he stripped himself of his uniform and allowed himself to relax with a glass of alcohol that tasted just right on his mandibles. He grinned. These four hours were going to be absolutely glorious.

(-x.0.0.x-)

Fourteen-year-old Saren Arterius kept a sharp eye out as his Omnitool scanned the area for any signs of contacts. The young Turian was only five feet tall, common amongst the younger members of his race. Hell, even his mandibles weren't fully grown yet, another tall tale sign of Turian youth. He was high in a tree in one of many of the plethora of forests and jungles scattered all over Taetrus. His breathing was calm, concise, and completely in control…one of the techniques his brother had taught him. In his hand was a single pistol. Not with any real rounds of course, just stunners, but otherwise, it was the real deal.

"Garrus…got anything on your scope?" He asked his best friend over their private COM channel. For as long as he could remember, he and Garrus Vakarian had been best friends, practically brothers. The two were the exact same age and had similar personalities of tactfully subverting authority that it just meshed well. One was rarely seen without the other and when they weren't together, that was when heads started turning. Their antics were known to good many of the colonists on Vallum.

"Unfortunately, no. Did see this fiiine Turian female though…I'd love to test my reach and her-"

"Too much, information!" Saren practically yelled in irritation. "Can you for once just focus entirely on the mission?"

"Hey! A Turian has his needs, you know!" Garrus shot back, seemingly offended.

Saren deadpanned and rolled his eyes. "Says the guy who hasn't gotten laid…ever."

"…Touché," Garrus finally replied after an awkward silence. "But it could happen!"

Saren continued to scope out the area with his naked eye while replying, "Yeah, sure, Garrus. You'll lose your virginity about the same time as Desolas will."

Even Garrus felt that one as he recoiled a bit from his sniper rifle. "Damn, Saren. That's ice-cold. What a guy do to deserve a comment that harsh?" he mock pouted in their daily banter.

Saren grinned. "Exist," he retorted.

The other teenaged Turian was about to reply before he saw a shadowy figure in his scope. "I got movement!" he reported over their COM. Both Saren and Garrus turned serious.

"Where?" Saren asked as he looked even harder, now.

"North, about five hundred meters. I got you on my scope, I'll give you covering fire. Get your ass over there!"

Saren didn't need to be told twice as he jumped down from the tree and softened his blow by going into a roll before landing. He checked the ammo of his pistol. Satisfied he practically sprinted through the forest, hopping over obstacles and heading towards the NavPoint that Garrus had scoped out for him. It was at times like these where he was glad he didn't have to wear the bulky armor worn by Turian infantry units. It slowed him down, considerably so, and he was incredibly agile, Garrus too, and the armor negated one of the few advantages he had.

"How close am I?" Saren inquired as stun round whizzed right passed his head. He immediately dived into cover with expert precision behind a boulder. "Okay…nevermind that…"

"I can't see anything, Saren. They just had to shoot back in one of the densest part of the jungles…clever bastards…"

Saren grunted. "Garrus, gonna need your help here. I'll try to hold them off as long as I can, but Spirits get here before then!" he cried out he ran out of cover firing some blind shots and taking cover by a nearby tree.

"On the way!" The line was cut off right then.

"All right…think Saren…you got hold these guys off till Garrus arrives…" another round whizzed passed his head forcing him to duck and cover. His mind was going haywire trying to come up with a solution. He gazed around before…wait! A grin formed on his face as he had gotten an idea. He fired several rounds some branches, causing some of them to fall to the ground. As expected, the OpFor had scattered not wanting to be injured.

It honestly wasn't the most extravagant, ballsy or hell even the _coolest _of tactical moves, but as they say, simplicity almost always gets the job done.

The younger Arterius moved as fast as he could to new cover, diving behind another tree, his breathing harder than normal. "Damn…guess that sprint took more out of me," he lamented.

Deciding to make himself as low of a target as possible, Saren laid flat on his stomach and used the breathing technique his brother taught him. He saw various members of the OpFor go right past him, their Phaeston Assault Rifles frantically searching for the prodigious soldier.

Saren smirked and backed up slowly and aimed his pistol through any of openings small enough to where they'd go through and he'd not be detected. "Come on…" he practically begged, until they finally turned around away from him. Big mistake. Saren didn't waste anytime as he pulled the trigger twice, dropping them both. "Bullseye!" he praised himself, without thinking. His eyes widened, as immediately stun rounds were whizzing pass his head, only his incredible luck sparing him.

'_Shit! How could I be so stupid? I should've kept my mouth shut!'_ he berated himself, returning some fire, blindly. They were closing in fast and the fourteen year old was running out of ideas.

Three distinct shots rung out and dropped the OpFor instantly to the ground. Saren blinked and looked up towards the trees to see a grinning Garrus with a smoking sniper rifle. "So…did I make it in time?"

"How long have you been there?!" Saren inquired irritably.

Garrus shrugged. "Awhile," he dully replied.

"And you didn't think to help me earlier…why?"

Garrus grinned even wider. "Because…it was cooler this way."

"…."

"Sheesh, Saren, lighten up," Garrus rolled his eyes and hopped down from the branch. Saren's omnitool lit up and there were a dozen contacts heading towards their location. He picked up one of the Assault Rifles from the unconscious OpFor Turian and gave his best friend a grin.

"Ready to hold the line?" he asked.

Garrus replied cocking the bolt of his rifle back and returning the expression. "You know it! There's no Vakarian…" he began

"…without Arterius!" he finished, reloading the rifle to max rounds. "Let's kick some ass!"

The two brothers-in-arms charged ahead using the teamwork and synchronized skills they had developed over their decade long friendship.

(-x.0.0.x-)

Desolas groaned and rubbed his temples, not liking this one bit. "Commander Septimus, I know my brother and Garrus are good, but enough for that?! Come on now, they're both so young!" he protested. Currently, he was speaking via hologram to Commander Septimus, who commanded a legion of an elite infantry unit in the Turian Hierarchy. The subject they were speaking on was classified above Top Secret, and as such he needed to speak with him on a secure line, all the way from Palaven.

"I know…but as you know…the situation in the Terminus Systems is getting out of hand and it's getting to the breaking point. We cannot allow that to happen,. The Council has decided that they're not willing to risk the stability of Citadel space. Trillions of lives are at stake here, Desolas," the commander replied, sympathizing with the young officers skepticism, but they were running out of time.

"Tell me one thing, sir…why do these…Spectres…have to be so young?"

"Well, truthfully, we wanted to go younger, to around six or seven, but Councilor Tevos put an end to that, so they compromised for the recruits to be young teenagers…thirteen to fifteen."

"I see…" Desolas replied as he read over the notepad with details of the Top Secret program. "Still… intense training of child soldiers of different races, bio-augmentations, synthetic biotics, armor, possible help from the Quarians with use of integrated Artificial Intelligence, super soldiers…" he gave the commander a hard stare. "You realize if this leaks out, we could have social breakdown and galactic instability due to all the protesting of the council's hypocrisy, no?"

"Yes, we're well aware of that. But desperate times call for desperate measures, Captain. The Salarian STG have made it their top priority to make sure absolutely no one who doesn't need to know finds out and if they somehow do find out…silence them," he coldly intoned.

A cold chill went up Desolas' spine, as he knew just how serious this was. "Fine…I'll…talk to him about it. But can you at least give me some time?" he pleaded with the superior officer.

"I'll allow it. You have until the end of the week." Without even so much as a goodbye, the commander cut off the secure connection. Gritting his mandibles, Desolas slammed his fist on the desk in frustration.

"Why him? The only family I have left dammit!" he cursed. The meritocracy of the Hierarchy was both a blessing and a curse as it meant that sometimes you had to put the good of the species above everything, including your own family. He sighed again. No use in crying over spilled milk. He had a job to do and he was going to do the best he could…even if he didn't like it, personally.

He was about to exit his office when the emergency transmission came through. Desolas snapped to attention immediately, momentarily forgetting about Commander Septimus, as he nearly tripped over himself to answer the call. "Captain Arterius, here! What's the emergency?!"

"Captain! Sir, it's bad. Potentially, really bad!" a frantic voice over the ECOM shouted.

"What's going on, Ensign?!"

"Sir, we just lost contact with two of our cruisers and four of our frigates, high-probability of K.I.A!"

"WHAT!?" Desolas recoiled in shock. "The hell is happening up there!?"

"The flotilla had detected an anomaly, some several million kilometers outside of the system, and we sent two cruisers and four frigates to investigate. We checked in on them and we heard shouts over the COM, like they were in battle. We could hear them, they couldn't hear us, after awhile the line went dead. Sir…if this is what I think it is…the entire colony is in danger! And we have absolutely no idea what it was! We don't know if we're walking into a trap"

Desolas just stood there…flummoxed at what he had just heard. Six ships potentially destroyed…that was thousands of Turian lives that were gone in a matter of seconds. The Turian Captain immediately got deadly serious. "Contact the Hiearchy, tell them to send us reinforcements and for them to get their asses here ASAP! Put the entire colony on lockdown, now! I want all able bodied men to take up defensive positions."

"On it, sir. What will you do?"

"I'm going to find my brother," he said simply. "You have your orders. Go dammit! We don't have much time." He cut the emergency line and went to his room to find his armor, which he put on with haste. Grabbing his assault rifle and pistol, Desolas shot out of the house like a bat out of hell, keen on finding his brother and defending Taetrus with every fiber of his being.

Desolas didn't know it…but he and the rest of the Turian colonists were about to fight for their lives as they faced an enemy far more powerful than the Krogan and Rachni combined.

(END)

And that's that! I hope you all enjoyed this introductory chapter. So, with that being said, here's some Q&A!

Q: Will the UNSC appear at all in this story?

A: Yes, eventually. But until such time has come, you won't even get an aside to them. At ALL. Period. This story is strictly about the Covenant and Citadel races.

Q: Quarian A.I? Aren't the Council afraid of them?

A: In this story, the Geth haven't rebelled, yet and the Quarians still have their homeworld and various other colonies.

Q: What happened to the Minor Transgression? And why did they attack?

A: That will be answered next chapter.

Q: Saren doesn't act like he does in canon.

A: No fucking shit. For one, he's a teenager. Secondly, he hasn't been indoctrinated nor is he even aware of the myth of the Reapers, let alone their actual existence.

Q: Primarily character driven story?

A: Yup. Tis my specialty after all. This story will HEAVILY focus on Desolas, Garrus, and Saren as the main protagonists.

Q: What's the deal with the Spectre program?

A: All to be revealed in due time. :D

So, that being said, I hoped you all enjoyed it. By the way, if you're a fan of Naruto I implore you to read my other story Eternal Legends: Konoha's Transcendent Ninja. Give it about five chapters before you decide if you like it or not. I promise you won't regret it.

So, until next time!

Arashi.


	2. The Siege of Taetrus

_**Halo: Paradigm Shifts**_

Chapter Two: _The Siege of Taetrus _

I'm so sorry this chapter came out months after the first one. I was being lazy and honestly, I had some personal issues myself to work out before I started this again. But now, I'm back in action! That being said though, do note that this story is not a priority, but my other story, Eternal Legends, takes precedence over this one, by far.

I got a lot of questions wondering how the Citadel races were gonna hold out enough to survive without getting completely and totally stomped before they're civilization is annihilated. Oh, don't worry, I've found the perfect reason/excuse for it.

Full Summary: In a twist of fate, a slipspace malfunction on the Covenant vessel _Minor Transgression_ goes haywire and lead the Jiralhanae led vessel into Citadel space to an outer rim turian colony. As a result, the Covenant never encounters the UNSC and subsequently, declares the Citadel races as Heretics. The Citadel races now face a foe that far surpasses the threat of the Rachni and Krogan combined, as they fight for one thing all of their species have in common: survival.

(-x.0.0.x-)

(Turian Space, three million klicks outside of the Mactare System)

Tartarus' eyelids slowly parted, wincing as his irises adjusted to the faint light of the bridge. He was alive. By the Forerunners grace, he was fucking alive! Ignoring his discomfort, he forced himself up from the metal floor of the bridge of the Minor Transgression. Almost as if every bridge officer was joined, they all started to awake in synchronous harmony. Had the situation not been so grave, the young Jiralhanae might have found the sight a bit amusing.

"Status report!" he heard a familiar voice growl out. Turning to his right, he saw his uncle had picked himself back up and was doing everything in his power to not kill everything in sight from sheer rage. He really couldn't blame him. They had, literally, just started their journey and already had it ended in complete disaster.

"On it...Chieftain," a Brute Major, who also served as one of the triad of Weapon Systems Officers, groaned out as he picked himself up from the floor and sat in his chair. The slightly injured ape-alien winced as he typed on his consoles, receiving various reports from every deck of the Minor Transgression. Maccabaeus tapped his console himself, trying his best to be patient. After a solid two minutes of receiving report after report, the WSO perked up in surprise.

"What is it?" the Brute Chieftain asked, both in curiosity at his officer's behavior as well as finally getting a damage assessment.

"Casualties are minimal, ten Kig-yar, thirty Unggoy, and zero for us," he reported. _**Now**_ Maccabaeus understood the young officer's shock. That wasn't even a _tenth of a percent_ of the ten-thousand strong force, they had_** crammed **_into this ship. "All vehicles are out of their restraints, but otherwise fine. A single banshee is damaged beyond repair...which accounts for half of the Unggoy casualties," he continued grimly. The Chieftain grimaced, a bit uncomfortably. What a waste of a way to go.

"Shields are holding at ninety-five percent, surprisingly. The drive itself has gone back to completely normal. It's almost as if it never acted up in the first place. It's responding to all commands with pinpoint accuracy. All in all..."

"We got lucky," Maccabeus finished. Scratching his chin in wonder, "Do you have any idea where we are?"

"Yes...we're about three-thousand light-years from the veil..." another officer answered looking at the star charts. "Meaning, any backup should we need it won't come for another four days give or take. That's assuming we stay in this spot."

"I see...young one...what do you propose we do...?"

"But, Chieftain, I'm just a—"

"I'm well aware of that. I do, however, like to take into consideration my own subordinates opinions as much as I can." The young Jiralhanae was a bit flummoxed, as well as the rest of the crew on the bridge. Truly, the Chieftain took "leading by example" very seriously.

"I...well...sir...I don't want to go back to the Empire empty handed..."

He got a feral grin in response. "So you wish to press forward? Are there any objections?" He was met with silence. "Very well, then. We have enough supplies to last a good year, more if we ration. This is only a minor setback. Now, let us press forward on to glorious salvation!" There were multiple roars of approval from the bridge, the slipspace incident, almost forgotten and replaced with determination.

"Uncle...you might want to take a look at this..." Tartarus said seriously looking at the holotable.

"What is it?" He asked turning around. His nephew didn't need to answer him as he already had his answer. Six ships were headed toward the Minor Transgression...

_First Contact _

(In orbit above Taetrus, onboard Turian Carrier "_Undaunted_", moments before)

Captain Asoka Vega strolled aimlessly down the hallways of the _Undaunted_, the newest ship in a new breed of starships: carriers. The concept was simple: its sole purpose was to carry fighter craft, drop ships, and massive amounts of ground troops into battle wherever the Hierarchy needed them. They stayed away from the fight at a distance to not be engaged, but close enough where pilots could reach their destinations with relative quickness. The _Undaunted_ was the size of biggest Turian dreadnoughts that defended Palaven a good fifteen thousand light years away and compactly stowed a hundred fighters. Seeing as how carriers barely had any weaponry besides GARDIAN point-defense systems and kinetic-barriers, the Treaty of Farixen didn't apply to it at all, meaning any race, assuming they had the resources and capability, could build as many carriers as they wanted, since the treaty only indicated ships of dreadnought-class _specifically_. Which is _exactly _what the Turians were doing. It was a nice little loophole. In ten years time, the Hierarchy wanted three carriers for every Turian dreadnought in existence.

Vega had also heard rumors of the Hierarchy trying to create a carrier/dreadnought hybrid even larger than the _Destiny Ascension_, the largest ship in the known galaxy, further taking advantage of the loophole in, arguably, the biggest law in Citadel space. He scoffed mentally. Mass Effect technology clearly had its limits, the _Destiny Ascension_ was proof of that, but if the Primarchs needed concrete proof that their new pet project would be futile and most likely end in failure, then so be it. So long as he got paid at the end of the day, what the meritocracy prioritized wasn't any of his business. He had mouths to feed and a wife to take care of. His work schedule consisted of half a month in orbit and a half a month on the surface. It was tough, but he dealt with it, begrudgingly.

"Captain on deck!" A Turian ensign shouted, snapping the bridge to attention as he saluted. Vega saluted back, a bit unenthusiastically. This week was weary on him, and in twelve hours time, he'd see his wife and kids again. _'Screw Turian discipline...I'm ready to go home!' _

"As you were," he ordered and everyone quickly returned to his or her duties. "Lieutenant Vakarian, what's our status?" he asked, though he obviously knew the answer. Alas, protocol was protocol, the question had to be asked, anyhow.

Darius Vakarian chuckled a bit, sensing the anxiety and anxiousness in his captain's voice. "Green, as always, sir," he replied smoothly. Vega nodded with a slight sigh. He'd be lying if some part of him didn't want something minor to be 'wrong', so that way he'd have something to keep him occupied till he got back to the surface. "Don't worry, Captain. I feel your pain too. I want to spend some time with my son as soon as I get shore leave back on the surface."

Now, _that _amused the Turian Captain. "Heh. Lucky you. I love my girls, but I'd be mendacious if I said they provided half of the entertainment your son and Saren provides. Makes life a bit more bearable, considering how mundane things can get out here."

"I know what you mean, sir. Wouldn't trade Garrus for the world. He's a good kid. I know he and Saren will be excellent soldiers someday. Who knows, you might be saluting them some day," Darius joked, earning playful snickers from the rest of the bridge.

"HA! As if! I'll be in a retirement home in the Citadel sipping on some nice bottles of Cana by that time!"

"Cana, sir?" another Turian officer spoke up, joining in, "That stuff's pretty expensive. Sure you can afford that?"

"Not sure if it'd worth it though," Darius added. "Spirits knows he'll feel that hangover for weeks."

"Blah! I'd handle it," Vega insisted, while Darius shook his head amused. The Captain had to smile a bit. He wasn't like most Turian officers. He took the time to get to know his subordinates and as such, they went out of their way for him, as a Turian, not just because they were obligated to because he was their superior. The atmosphere was light-hearted, yet still professional. All of them likely would've gone insane with boredom were Vega a stereotypical no-nonsense officer. When you were hundreds of light-years from the closest system, you could afford to relax some rules.

All was quiet on the bridge after a little banter to get everyone relaxed, as Captain Vega scrolled through some diagnostics on his tablet...until...

Alarms started ringing throughout the bridge as officers scrambled. "What the hell is going on?!"

"Sir! We're detecting an anomaly about three million kilometers outside of the system!" Darius reported, typing on his console, his mind racing.

Vega immediately got serious. "Slavers? Pirates?" he asked.

"No, not possible, these energy readings couldn't possibly be them, they—" Darius paused as his eyes widened in shock as he read the reading twice to be sure he wasn't seeing things. "That...that's impossible!"

Every single Turian turned to the XO. A slight chill went up Vega's spine, Darius, was as levelheaded as they came and for him to just outright say something wasn't possible...he dreaded what the Turian had just read. "What is it, Lieutenant?"

"Ca-Captain...that anomaly...is giving off radiation energy in excess of over fifty exajoules...in other words...in the single minute we detected it, the anomaly gave off more power than the entire Citadel defense fleet...combined."

There was silence. Not a single Turian in the bridge said a word after that revelation. Something outside the system just gave off more power than an entire _fleet_!? If this was a first contact scenario...the implications were practically _unthinkable_.

Captain Vega immediately sprung into action with the most logical and rational decisions he could make. "I want all of our fighters on standby. NOW! Deploy two cruisers and four frigates, tell them they are to be on guard for _anything_, but don't go looking for a fight if it is what I think it is."

"Aye, sir," Darius replied, relaying his orders to the bays. The entire ship went on lockdown as hundreds of personnel went to their battle stations. "Captain...I'd suggest we send some fighters to escort the flotilla. Just in case."

Vega pondered it for a moment before nodding. "Very well, deploy squadrons one through five and keep the rest here."

"Shall I alert the colony, sir?"

"No," Vega rebuked firmly. "Not until I get complete and total confirmation on what the hell it is. There are far too many unknowns at the moment. No need to send potential false alarms when even we ourselves don't know what we're dealing with. Wouldn't be much of an 'alert' if the only thing we told them was that we detected an anomaly and gave no more intel than that. Groundside Security Forces need information, for good reason, to prepare a proper defense," Vega argued his point. "Now, _that_ being said, Ensign, _**the moment**_ we confirm that the colony is in potential danger, relay it to Captain Arterius on the ground, you do _not_ need my order."

"Understood, sir."

"Fighters away, Cruisers and frigates are on route to intercept," Darius reported as he could see the six ships head at sub light speeds straight for the source of the anomaly.

Captain Vega watched with apprehension. His gut feeling told him that this was going to get ugly...really ugly. He may have just sent those ships to their deaths for all he knew. If this was a First Contact scenario and they did destroy those ships, he already had a plan. The rest of the cruisers would stay and hold them off as long as they could and he'd order the other carrier, the _Impervious, _to go to the far side of the planet and along with the rest of the Frigates, attempt to rescue as many civilians as they could and get them the hell out of here to warn the Council that they were at war. In Vega's eyes, if the two cruisers and four frigates went down, then without a dreadnought, they had no chance in hell at beating them in space.

He sighed again...and waited.

(-x.0.0.x-)

There were six ships headed toward the Minor Transgression at intercept speeds, along with dozens of smaller craft that Maccabeus and Tartarus could only assume were fighter ships. They'd be within visual range within the next ninety seconds.

"What do you think, Uncle? Those ship designs are unlike anything I've ever seen before," Tartarus commented, looking at the holographic representation of the system.

The Brute Chieftain scoffed, derisively. "Such puny ships. They wish to intercept us with warships barely half the size of a missionary vessel? How utterly insulting! We are on a mission for the gods!"

Tartarus gave a feral psychotic grin. "Shall we subjugate them, for their insult, uncle?"

The Chieftain grinned back, his inner bloodlust started to slip through even his rational mind. "Of course...First Contact scenario orders from the Hierarchs are _abundantly clear_. Any new race the Empire discovers must either submit and assimilate or be destroyed."

"I propose we do both, Chieftain," another Jiralhanae officer joined in. "We're killing multiple beasts with one hammer! A new species to add to our mighty Covenant, who may hold more relics for us to find in any colonies they might have, as well as new planets for the Empire to use for resources."

"Which will put us on equal standing with those Sangheili...by the gods..." Tartarus breathed out, practically salivating at the opportunity that was practically _handed _to them. Their so-called accident may have been his species' biggest gain! "They have a planet here..." Tartarus noted as he pointed to Taetrus' holographic representation. Scans showed that it had intelligent life, and it was concentrated on a single geographical area and the topography suggested that it was heavily urbanized outside of a few sectors...which could mean only one thing...

"This is a colony..._not_ their homeworld..."

The Chieftain's eyes grew predatory as the implications of what his subordinate and nephew just said just sunk in. "Very well, nephew I see your point. Helmsman! Ignore any and all hails and prepare a broadcast. Today, we bring honor to our Covenant and save another species on the path to the Great Journey. They shall know salvation through their destruction!"

"Salvation through their destruction!" the crew chanted in religious fever mixed with the natural bloodlust of the ape aliens. Even Maccabeus couldn't wait to get his hands dirty once they invaded the surface of the planet. Alas...they had to deal with their pitiful Navy first.

(-x.0.0.x-)

Commander Tharen Vitellus sat tranquilly in his command chair. The veteran officer wouldn't lie to himself: he was nervous. This anomaly was unlike anything the Hierarchy had ever detected and honestly, something told him he wouldn't be home for a good long while, regardless of what it ended up being.

"Are all weapons ready and loaded?" Tharen inquired, double-checking. He wanted to be prepared for absolutely _anything_.

"Aye, sir. Everything is locked and ready to fire at your order. All fighters are on guard as well, weapons hot."

Tharen nodded and in seconds the Covenant ship, _Minor Transgression_, came into view. The commander's eyes slightly widened in shock, as well as the rest of the crew. The ship was _easily_ the size of the _Undaunted_, if not a bit bigger. Its design was completely alien, not _anything_ at all like the ships from the Salarians, Asari, or any Citadel race.

'_Spirits...this is First Contact...' _

"Sir! I'm detecting absolutely no element zero from that ship!"

"What!?" Tharen actually stood up in surprise. "Every ship in the known galaxy runs off eezo! And you're telling me a ship of that size doesn't have a single ounce?" To the Commander the concept was laughable at best and downright ludicrous at worst. Element Zero was the foundation of galactic society! Practically anything of value depended on eezo to function. They were almost to the peak of the substances' potential, but one Salarian, Mordin Solus, vehemently disagreed. The galaxy needed a rude awakening, in his eyes. According to several reports he had read, the Salarian scientist was having difficulty receiving funding for his more bold "thinking outside the box" projects.

"Sir, I've checked the readings dozens of times. That ship's emitting radiation and energy that dwarf every single ship in this system...it's not even _close_."

"_Spirits..." _Tharen thought in disbelief. The ship certainly didn't _look_ like it was made for war, that's for sure. It had no outward cannons or a main gun like a dreadnought or cruiser. '_But that's a foolhardily assumption...if this ship doesn't run on eezo...it likely has technology we haven't even dreamed of...' _

"Commander...should I hail them?" an ensign questioned, hopeful that he'd walk out of this alive.

"Yes. Do so, standard First Contact procedures, you know the drill. Lieutenant, get me Captain Vega on the line immediately!" he ordered his XO.

"Aye, sir," his XO responded, bringing the Captain's holographic form online.

"Commander...what do you have to report?" Vega inquired, griping the edges of his chair in nervousness.

"Sir...this is a first contact scenario. This ship is as large as any dreadnought in Citadel space! Put the colony on alert! Full Scale!" Tharen all but shouted. Too his immense surprise, the Captain looked at him as if he had grown a second head.

"Say again, Commander! Repeat last transmission. I—" the feed then cut out to audio only, mostly gibberish with barely audible words. That couldn't be right. Taetrus' defense fleet had, arguably, the most advanced communications systems throughout Council space, let alone for the Turian Hierarchy! They weren't even a light-year out of the Mactare system, so their COM lines should've been buttery smooth with zero lag...unless...

Tharen's eyes widened as realization dawned on him. "Oh, Spirits! Helmsman get me firing—" his order was cut off as a transmission came through on their speakers.

_Your annihilation is the will of the gods and we shall guide you and any like you into our Covenant. Through your destruction we will be your salvation_

"Sir! I'm reading massive energy build up from the bow of that ship!"

"All ships! Evasive maneuvers! I want firing solutions right—"

Tharen didn't get a chance too finish that as the Frigate next to his cruiser exploded into thousands of molten plasma. The frigate's kinetic barriers were practically _melted off_ in nanoseconds giving the illusion that it passed right through, before the the superheated plasma torpedo scorched the entire crew at temperatures over three-thousand degrees Celsius, effectively atomizing them. There wasn't a single trace of their presence left, down to the molecular level.

The small flotilla didn't even need Tharen's order as a volley of mass accelerator slugs from the five remaining ships fired from their bows. _Every single round_ bounced off harmlessly as the Minor Transgression's shields flared to life. Even with their fast recharge time and firing in sequence, none of their weapons had managed to even somewhat dent the shielding of the missionary vessel.

(Onboard the Minor Transgression)

"Shields holding at 80%, Chieftain!"

Maccabaeus started to chortle with laughter, highly amused. "Only eighty? After all of that effort? These insects will be conquered in no-time!" Of course it was unlikely they could conquer their entire species by themselves, but once the Hierarchs gave backup and sent in Battle cruisers, Assault Carriers, and possibly even a _Super carrier_, this race would be conquered in less time than even the Unggoy! "Deploy all Seraphs and Banshees and tell them to destroy all enemy fighters on sight. No one leaves alive."

"What will the rest of the crew do, in the meantime, uncle?"

"Prep all vehicles and tell everyone to get ready. We're launching a planetary invasion."

Tartarus grinned, maniacally. If these aliens were as pathetic as their ship, then he'd enjoy asserting the dominance of the Covenant over these weaklings. Seraphs and Banshees flew out of their hangars at intercept speeds' firing multiple plasma bolts at the Turian fighters. Just as the kinietic barriers of the frigate did absolutely nothing to stop the oncoming slaughter, the fighters met the same fate. Multiple plasma rounds burned the fighter pilots to a crisp. Due to the tactics the Jiralhanae pilots used, which were completely alien to the Citadel doctrine, it was a complete and total one-sided slaughter fest. All five squadrons deployed as escorts were now simply dust in the vacuum of space with only five banshees and two seraphs destroyed. Even then, for one seraph to go down, it took five Turian fighters working together. The same case was with the banshees except the ratio was two-to-one.

One final plasma torpedo later Commander Tharen and his crew, although they fought valiantly to the bitter end, too succumbed to the overwhelmingly technologically superior foe, whose weaponry was light-years ahead of them. They only regretted they couldn't warn the colony ahead of time.

With six ships and five squadrons of fighters slaughtered to the last Turian, the Minor Transgression finally moved in-system, escorted by eighteen seraphs and over forty-eight banshees. Maccabeus was now sort of glad that the ship's original size was doubled over what they were originally going to get, to fit all of this equipment. Otherwise taking the planet would've been much more difficult.

That was irrelevant now as he kept his eyes on the prize: Taetrus itself.

(o.x.x.o)

Onboard the Undaunted there was semi-pandemonium as officers were working around the clock to figure out what had happened. An ensign had already alerted Captain Arterius on the ground and they were prepping for invasion.

"Sir, the _Undaunted_ is on the far side of the planet and dropping as many of their dropships as they can. Captain Arterius and other groundside officers are prepping to get the entire civilian population off of the planet..."

"Are they wiping databases clean?" Captain Vega asked. Although many didn't know it, Taetrus had a lot invaluable data and it falling into enemy hands would be even more catastrophic. He prayed they didn't find location of the relay, because it would lead them right back to the citadel depending on how intelligent their commanding officers were.

"Aye, sir. Their wiping them and storing them on the STG's heavily encrypted servers on the extranet," he reported. Vega nodded approvingly. Although many had thought that the extranet was free to any and all races that could find a signal...that really wasn't the case in reality. The public at large was led to believe that everything was open, but the STG had encrypted comm buoys scattered all across Citadel space that allowed them to send sensitive information, quite literally, under everyone's collective noses. The only reason the crew out here knew about it, because of how ridiculously far away they were from anything resembling galactic civilization. The crew was sworn to secrecy under penalty of death. Vega prayed to the spirits that this new enemy would never find those buoys.

Meanwhile, on board the _Impervious_, dropship after dropship was launched and headed towards the planet like bats out of hell to evacuate as many civilians as they could. Fifty dropships had already landed or were on their way. The Captain of the Impervious was trying his best to maintain his composure even as the weight of what just happened moments ago sunk in. They were at war, that much he was assured of, and by the laws of the Council, the entire Citadel would have to take up arms against this new foe. No matter, even if he died today he'd know that this enemy had made a grave mistake as the entire combined might of the Citadel races would rain down their wrath for this act of belligerence!

"Captain! We've got an incoming volley of projectiles!" a weapons officer shouted, everyone turning their attention to him. The Turian officer looked ahead out of the view port to see seven Plasma torpedoes, although smaller than the ones used in the initial assault, but they were traveling at much greater speeds.

"Activate all GARDIAN lasers!" he shouted, but the order came far too late. The first plasma torpedo slammed directly into the port side of the Imperious. Due to the projectiles' smaller size it didn't burn the crew on impact, but it shattered the kinetic barriers, burned through the hull, and exposed hundreds of crewman to the vacuum of space. Then second torpedo hit and effectively, it snapped the kilometer long carrier in half, the hangar bay breaking in twain.

Several dropships already in the process of heading towards the planet tried to escape, but they were incinerated when they couldn't build up enough speed to escape the fourth and fifth plasma torpedos that further damaged the carrier in a scenario that was only described complete and total overkill. The last thing Turian captain of the Impervious saw was the flash of light from the seventh plasma bolt directly hitting the bridge. He and the rest of Turian officers were atomized without a single trace. Whatever remnants of the carrier that somehow managed to survive plunged their way toward Taetrus' surface.

Satisfied that they had effective control of space, dozens of drop pods and Phantoms with Wraiths, Ghosts, Revenants, Banshees and a squadron of several Seraphs headed to the capital city of Vallum. Maccabeus had one simple order: Slaughter _anyone_ and _everyone._

It was now official: The Covenant Empire was at war with the Turian Hierarchy and all of its allies. The gods demanded blood and they would have it...tenfold.

(END)

And that's a wrap. I'm sooo sorry that I didn't update for god knows how long, but I was being fucking lazy as hell. Hope this somewhat satisfies your craving.

Also, again, I urge you, if you haven't read my other stories, check them out also.

For those of you worried about this becoming a curbstomp and therefore boring, oh don't you worry. I've found ways to help the Citadel at least competently fight back, but they're going to take a beating before that happens just like the UNSC did. So, just be patient and wait and see what happens, because ultimately you don't know how it's going to end, and quite honestly, neither do I, at least fully.

BTW, that was my first space battle and I was really nervous writing it, so if they're is anything wrong, please let me know! As long as you have a respectful tone any critique to help me improve upon them is appreciated.

Next time on Halo: Paradigm Shifts: _The Fall of Taetrus. _


	3. The Fall of Taetrus

_**Halo**__**: **__**Paradigm Shifts**_

_Chapter Three: The Fall of Taetrus_

Nothing much to say other than, I hope you enjoy this chapter! Let's get this show on the road!

Oh! By the way, even though the game isn't out yet until March of 2014, this is now officially a Halo/Mass Effect/TITANFALL crossover. When will the Titanfall elements show up? Well you'll just have to wait and see. :P

Full Summary: In a twist of fate, a slipspace malfunction on the Covenant vessel Minor Transgression goes haywire and lead the Jiralhanae led vessel into Citadel space to an outer rim Turian colony. As a result, the covenant never encounters the UNSC and subsequently, declares the Citadel races as Heretics. The Citadel races now face a foe that far surpasses the threat of the Rachni and Krogan combined, as they fight for one thing all of their species have in common: survival.

(o.x.x.o)

(Taetrus, Capital City of Vallum)

There was pandemonium in the capital city of the military colony of Taetrus. Hundreds upon hundreds of Turian civilians were fleeing from their homes, taking whatever they could carry with them. Groundside security forces were directing the traffic of panicking civilians as best they could. In the air, dropship after dropship were beelining it toward the other side of the planet to hopefully enter exosphere and jump into FTL. No one said it aloud, but they all knew the daunting truth: any Turian ship that was in orbit was likely destroyed and it wouldn't be long until whatever invasion force landed on the surface.

"Saren!" Desolas called out frantically as he practically rammed through the crowd, determined to find his younger sibling. Under normal circumstances, the captain would've assisted his subordinates in coordinating the civilians; he had to find his brother at all costs. He was the only family he had left after their parents died and he'd be dammed if he'd let his brother die on this Spirits' forsaken colony.

"Desolas!" he heard a familiar voice. Running through the crowd frantically was his younger brother and best friend. The two still had a Phaeston assault rifle and an M-90. He rubbed his forehead against his brother's affectionately, pulling him into a one handed hug.

"Thank the Spirits!" Desolas thanked, feeling a burden lift from his shoulders.

"Desolas, what the hell is going on?" the younger Arterius inquired, nervously. In school, young Turians were always taught what to do in emergencies, mass evacuations, and the like, but to see it first hand?

"No time to explain, I have to get you off this planet and somewhere in Citadel space and-"

"Wait, what? Get _me_ off this planet?" Saren growled, tightening his mandibles in a scowl, as if what he heard was preposterous.

Desolas gave the younger Turian a death glare. "Yes, dammit! Our whole defense fleet just got wiped out, this planet is about to be invaded by an unknown enemy, and I'm sure as hell not going to let you stay here if I can help it!"

Saren shook his head frantically. "No! Fuck that! If you're staying here to fight, then I'm staying here with you! I'd rather die here with you then be sent back to Council space like some coward while you fought here with honor!"

"And you know I'm never leaving my brother behind, so that goes double for me as well!" Garrus, added in.

"Will you two listen to reason and—" Desolas didn't get a chance to reply as the clouds in the atmosphere started to illuminate a scarlet red. They soon knew why. Scorching flames lit up the sky and they were set aflame as pieces of a familiar ship plunged towards the earth like meteorites. The burning pieces of metal struck Vallum's tallest structures, edifices, parks, and various landmarks as they were destroyed. Trains carrying civilians further out of the city were derailed and some of cars crashed into office buildings, trapping any unlucky soul that unfortunate to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. It was a true vibrant displace of destruction and death and the three Turians watch with morbid fascination.

"Was that...?" Garrus started, shock evident in his voice, repulsed by the carnage that lay before him as he watched parts of the city he called home slowly burn to ash.

"Yes," Desolas growled out. "_The Impervious_...or what was left of it." Those bastards had somehow taken out a carrier?! True, carriers didn't have much of any defensive options, but the kinetic barriers of a carrier-class ship were top-of-the-line, easily surpassing the barriers of a dreadnought. Seeing as how the engines and eezo core of combat class ships had to be distributed to a multitude of subsystems for barriers, firing solutions, accelerator slugs, reloading, GARDIAN, etc, their barriers were naturally much weaker. The only "weapon" on a carrier was GARDIAN point defense system, which meant more power could be rerouted towards kinetic barriers and consequently, carriers could take punishment like no other ship class.

"They took out a carrier?" Saren could barely contain his surprise. "Just what the hell are we dealing with, Desolas? Slavers? You think the Batarians would be stupid enough to attack us?"

Saren's question went unanswered as Desolas used his eyepiece to zoom in on the sky. What he saw, terrified him to his core. "Oh...Spirits..." Dozens upon dozens of dropships and fighter craft with designs he _had never even dreamed of, _were speeding towards the capital city at subsonic speeds. "First contact..." he muttered.

"Wait...what?! You're telling me this isn't the Batarians?!"

Desolas nodded in the affirmative. "Now, I know I have to get you off this planet." He tapped a few keys on his omni-tool. "Captain Arterius to ALL Vallum Security Forces: hostiles are of unknown origins. I repeat, hostiles are of unknown origins and on their way to the capital! This is first contact!"

There was no reply. There wasn't a need. Turian dropships that were headed out of the atmosphere, exploded in a ball of plasma. Any others that were in the air managed to meet the same fate.

"Energy weapons?!" Saren exclaimed as the three ran towards the capital.

"Oh, well that's just perfect...here I was hoping to get some good sleep and dream of some fine Turian females and _now_ I'm stuck in the middle of a _goddamn_ invasion with a race we haven't met before, and I might _**die**_ before I lose my virginity! I swear the Spirits just love fucking with me!" came the snarky reply of one Garrus Vakarian.

"Garrus, this is NOT the time to be worried about getting some!" Saren chastised his best friend.

"No. Fuck that. Speak for yourself! This is a _perfect _time to lament about me not getting some!" Garrus shot back with a snort.

"Will the two of you please shut the _hell _up!" Desolas roared, before his eyes widened. Four drop pods that were four meters in height landed roughly ten meters in front of them. Thinking quickly, the three dashed into an alleyway, praying to the spirits they weren't spotted.

Five distinct hues and the doors of the drop pods were violently ripped opened. Three pairs of eyes widened as they saw their invaders. These beasts were tall, averaging three meters, hairy, and muscular to the point where it honestly wouldn't surprise them if they could easily rip a krogan in half.

"Oh...well...shit." Garrus pretty much collectively summed up their thoughts.

Desolas clenched his mandibles and swallowed hard. Getting off the planet might be easier said than done, and considering they were up against direct energy weapons...it wasn't looking too hot. He had no choice. "You two...those rifles...you use them in war games, no?" 

Saren already knew where his brother's obviously loaded question was going. "Yeah...they're the real deal. We only used clips with stun rounds...but they can take real ones and fire just as perfectly."

"Good. I know a place about a few blocks from here where can get some ammo and weapons. We're going to have to fight our way off this colony it seems," the Turian captain lamented, not pleased at having his brother fight on the frontlines.

Saren and his older brother started to walk away towards the back alley, but Garrus was working on his omni-tool and holding it out in an odd position.

"Garrus! What the hell are you doing!" Saren hissed barely above a whisper so the new race wouldn't overhear them.

"Recording! Maybe we can send these to as many of our teams as possible so they know what we're up against!"

"Now's not the time to-"

"Wait...they're doing something..." Desolas noted.

Meanwhile, the Jiralhanae were barking at each other in a language that was completely incomprehensible. Expected, considering that they had encountered these beasts before.

"What are the Chieftain's orders?" a brute minor asked to his immediate superior, a major.

Giving his subordinate a feral smile, he answered, "We take no prisoners. _None_. We are to eliminate the enemy to the last one foolish enough to interfere in our path to salvation!"

"Salvation through their destruction!" a minor shouted, raising his carbine rifle in the air.

"SALVATION THROUGH THEIR DESTRUCTION!" they chanted in religious fever.

"Ugh...wish I knew what they were saying," Garrus lamented in a low tone. Neither Desolas nor Saren chose to comment. The three's blood ran cold when they saw a Turian, barely even seven years old, run off into the streets. Saren, instinctively, was about to rush out before Desolas held him back, his face full of regret and guilt.

"Dammit, Des, let go of me! We have to—"

"I know! Dammit! You think I don't! But if we go out there, we risk everything, valuble intel, what they're capable of. I'm not going to let you get killed!"

Saren glared profusely at his older brother. "I'm starting to think you care more about me, than a fucking toddler, Des!" 

"..." Desolas didn't reply, which disgusted the younger Arterius.

"Sya! Sya!" came the voice of a Turian female as she ran outside of the house they were hiding in. The mother grabbed her child and tried to run, but she was shot in the spine by three spikes, courtesy of the Type-25 Carbine, or Brute Spiker as it was colloquy referred too. The Turian female screamed out in terror as she fell to the ground bleeding profusely from her wound. The spikes had penetrated deep and had instantly caused permanent paralysis.

"Sya! Get away from here...now!" she frantically told the frightened child, desperately trying to shoo him away from these savages. The brutes were slowly taking their time as they approached her, psychologically letting her know that she was going to die on _their _terms.

"Mother, I can't!"

"Spirits, Sya! Go! Just run! Pray to Phaeston and may he guide you towards—" Sya's mother was cut off as the brute minor raised his carbine rifle and shot a round directly in her forehead. Blood splattered all over the young Turian's face and body and pieces of bone hit scatter through the ground.

Saren seeing this tried to claw his way out in desperation, Desolas still holding him back, covering his mouth. The Captain was on the verge of tears, even his discipline waning at seeing the carnage about to unfold. _'Fuck...fuck...FUCK! Spirits forgive me for not saving the child.' _He prayed, swallowing hard.

Sya was crying out in desperation, as his mother's eyes were still completely open. "Mother!" he shook her body, but to no avail. "Mother!" Another shake. The pool of blood was growing larger...the sapphire colored liquid was mixing with the soil and the sight was unsettling to say the least. His mother's body still laid completely motionless. He saw the sidearm on his late mother's person.

Sya, in a fit of rage, charged at the invaders, firing the sidearm with about as much success as one would expect with a Turian that was barely considered a juvenile. The rounds slammed into one of the minors. Said minor hissed in rage and charged the child who was five times smaller. He scooped him up by the neck and held him up to his level off the ground.

"That hurt, you insolent little wench!" the Jiralhanae hissed at the child. Sya tried to raise his hand to shoot the brute in its face, but he was shot with a spiker, forcing the pistol to drop to the ground and for the youngster to cry out in pain. The spike was embedded in his hands and he was bleeding profusely.

The brute that held him gave him a satisfied look, taking pleasure in his actions. "Your screams have annoyed me, wench." With that final bit said, the brute, in an act of pure savagery, squeezed the young child's throat, and with his free hand, used all of his might to literally, _turn Sya's head a complete one-hundred and eighty degrees _behind him, snapping his neck, breaking his bones, and killing him instantaneously. Sya, fortunately, didn't feel a thing. Like his mother, he, too, died with his eyes completely open.

The brute tossed his lifeless body away like it was merely garbage being thrown out. Two phantom streaked overhead, heading towards any populated areas. The brutes nodded to each other and raced down the streets out of sight.

"Those..." Garrus was shaking in barely contained rage after he passed on the recording to any available channel. Those savages had killed a young Turian in cold blood! Worse, they enjoyed it! Like it was some sick game to them!

"Was it worth it, Des? Huh? Tell me was it fucking worth it!?" Saren yelled at the Turian Captain. "They killed a child. A FUCKING CHILD, DESOLAS! Some Captain you are," he added distastefully. He knew it was a low blow, but it how he felt at the moment.

"I know that! You think it was easy to just sit here and watch that?" Desolas shot back with equal ire. "Now we know what we're up against. These beasts are indiscriminate savages. Male, female, child. It doesn't matter."

His omni-tool beeped, indicating an incoming transmission. "Captain Arterius, here! What's the situation?"

"Captain! We're pinned down here at the business district! We're fighting three races here and—take that tank out now!" Desolas could hear gunfire from Phaeston assault rifles, plasma shots from Wraiths, plasma grenades claiming any unfortunate soul it got stuck too.

"Wait, what?! Three races?" Conglomerates of races just like the Citadel? Spirits, things really were going to shit!

"Yes, one is around a meter or so in height, they seem to breathe methane and are smaller uglier versions of the volus. The second are bird like, carry shields that block our shots with ease! We have to flank them in order to even have a shot at taking them down! These two, while annoying nuisances, aren't that difficult to deal with."

"Let me guess...tall...ugly...hairy beasts...probably could beat a krogan with their bare hands?"

"Yes. These beasts are killing everyone in sight! I mean _everyone. _It's taking multiple clips from our rifles to even slow these bastards down, let alone kill them! Not even the krogan were this tough!"

"All right, we're on our way, we'll be there in about fifteen minutes, can you hold out till then?" 

"You tell us to hold the line, Captain, and we will hold the line."

"Good, Lieutenant. May the Spirits be with you."

"I pray they will too," he replied solemnly, before cutting off the line.

Desolas turned towards his younger brother and Garrus. "Come on, head towards Kalasa."

"Kalasa? Des, that's a—"

"A cemetery I know," he interjected. "There's a weapon cache there in case of emergencies."

"Security Forces stored a secret weapons cache in case of emergencies in a goddamn _cemetery_?!" Garrus looked at him like he had grown a second head.

"Last place you think to look right?" Desolas retorted. Both teenagers scoffed, derisively, but headed towards Kalasa anyhow, practically sprinting, careful not to run to any of the alien invaders.

Desolas took one last glance at the body of Sya and swallowed hard in regret, guilt swelling up within him. "I promise you, Sya...I'll get those bastards who killed you and your mother," he vowed, beating his chest in a Turian salute. "May the Spirits help you find peace in the other world." His vow affirmed, he sprinted after his younger brother and Garrus.

(Captial City of Vallum, Central Business District)

Tartarus charged at three Turians firing everything they had at him, to no avail. He was truly like an animal. He leapt over small buildings and smashed one soldier's head in, killing him instantly. He raised his plasma repeater and fired a plethora of plasma shots, burning their kinetic barriers and melting through their armor.

This was truly a slaughter fest in every sense of the word. While they had taken a number of casualties, with Kig-Yar and Unggoy losses nearing the four digit range, these aliens had only managed to kill less than three hundred of their brothers. They paid a heavy price for it. Thousands of Turian bodies, civilian, military, male, female, child, it mattered not. Their bodies littered the streets and the brutes simply stepped over them without a care in the galaxy.

Pilots of the newly introduced A-61 Mantis Gunship were surprisingly holding their own against the Banshees and a few Seraphs. Despite being heavily outgunned by the Covenant, they did have one advantage: sheer numbers. Taetrus was home to the Fourth Mantis Wing, the largest gunship fleet in the known galaxy, with over five hundred pilots, numerous combat gunships, and a hundred or so training craft that could be converted to combat in mere hours in emergencies.

The pilots were caught off guard by the sudden invasion, and the Covenant ended up destroying a good third of their fleet before they could even get off the ground! Fortunately, they were mainly training aircraft that were out wide in the open, a tactical error that the Turians could've never have defended against.

"Mantis-1, I got an enemy on my tail, can you assist?" a turian pilot requested over the radio. A single lone banshee was chasing in hot pursuit, firing plasma bolt after plasma bolt, trying to add to his kill. The Mantis and Banshee were roughly equal in top speed, but the element zero core gave the gunship a huge advantage in maneuverability that the Covenant fighter could only match in exoatmospheric conditions.

"Mantis-2 I read you, just hang in there!"

Praying to the spirits, Mantis-1 lowered the mass of the gunship, and streaked downwards flying below buildings. Predictably, the Jiralhanae followed without haste, firing another plasma bolt. He missed, but the move collapsed a bridge of Turians trying to evac civilians.

Mantis-1 one streaked ahead right in front of the pilot on a collision course. Mantis-2 smirked, knowing this maneuver all too well. Only the most daring mavericks tried it, but then again, it was either try it and hope for the best, or let the invaders lay waste to the planet. He lowered his mass to near zero and pushed the throttle to supersonic speed, doing several hick maneuvers to keep the blood from rushing to his feet. The banshee was still in hot pursuit, seemingly blinded by what was awaiting him.

Turning the gunship on its side, where the nose was pointing horizontally instead of vertically, the Mantis began to streak as air resistance tried to slow it down. "Come on...come on..." he prayed. Mantis-1 was now within range. "NOW!" The mass off the gunship increased and he moved out of the way for Mantis-1 to unload everything he had on the Banshee pilot. The brute never saw the maneuver coming and the fighter crashed into a tower killing both him and any Covenant on the ground from the remnants of the crashed fighter.

"Good work, Mantis-1. Appreciate the assist."

"Think nothing of it. We still have a colony to save," he replied stoically. With a heaved sigh, the two pilots flew off to assist any Turian resistance that needed air support.

(Back in the CBD)

A swing of the Fist of Rukt, literally, ripped apart any and all that stood in the way of Maccabeus. Heavy weapons, assault rifles, small arms, grenades, it seemed nothing could stop the one-sided slaughter that the Jiralhanae Chieftain was dishing out. Just like his subordinates, he was killing indiscriminately. In the past few hours, he had personally sent over three-hundred Turians to the other world and barely had received damage himself.

"You weaklings dare challenge the mighty Covenant! We are your salvation!" he roared in religious fever, before punching an enemy soldier so hard that the his armor shattered like glass.

Kig-Yar skirmishers were positioned high above buildings, sniping any unfortunate enemy unlucky enough to come within the crosshairs of the older, but no less effective Type-27 Special Applications Rifle, or Beam Rifle. The rifle was a battery-powered, directed-energy weapon that fired ionized particles instead of a projectile, like the Carbine mostly used by the Jiralhanae. This weapon was mainly used for long-distance attacking and was virtually silent.

A long skirmisher was so focused on the streets in front of him he failed to hear the footsteps from behind. In one swift motion, its beak was closed and the distinct stab of the omniblade went through the back of the neck, slicing through its spinal column.

"Ugly son of a bitch," Saren spat, retracting the blade. It wasn't his first kill, he, Desolas and Garrus had fought through wave after wave of Kig-Yar and Uggoy, who were, by all means, cannon fodder. They directly avoided the Jiralhanae, knowing they're weapons barely phased them. It was kind of ironic in a sense. Being a outer rim colony, like most of citadel space, the colony was a walking contradiction. They were given top of the line communications equipment, but messages did have lag due to distance. Taetrus had the largest gunship fleet in the galaxy, yet they were given old soon-to-be-phased out Phaeston assault rifles and generally subpar equipment. Who knows how this battle would've turned out had they had gotten state-of-the-art military equipment?

Garrus folded his own sniper rifle, outfitted with real ammo, and stored it on his back. Kneeling down, he examined the alien sniper rifle and whistled. "Goddamn...this weapon...the Salarians would have a field day examining how this thing works." For over one-thousand years the amphibian race had been investigating direct-energy weapons and their research had always ended in failure.

"Hmm..." Desolas thought to himself. "You think you can use it?"

Garrus gave him a smirk. "You're talking to the greatest marksmen in the galaxy!" he boastfully claimed. "There's not a long-range rifle that I can't use!"

Saren rolled his eyes, before they widened. "Fuck, get down!" He whispered, and all three dropped to the floor on the roof. They peered through a small opening to see four ghosts driven by Uggoy sped down the highway. Three Phantom dropships came into view over the street. Luckily for the three Turians, the Covenant dropship was at an elevation lower than the roof the trio was gazing down. Dozens of infantry and two Wraith tanks were dropped off and the Phantoms flew off in opposite directions.

"Think you can take out those machine gunners?" Desolas inquired. The duo of wraiths had a driver, obviously, and a Jiralhanae operating a plasma turret on the outside, arrogantly exposing themselves to the enemy.

Garrus nodded. He allowed himself to study the Type-27 for half a galactic minute. If his hunch was right, it was essentially exactly like the rifle on his back. Peering through the scope, he made a mental note to see if he could take out both in quick succession. A grin confirmed his hunch.

"Eat a sack of Krogan quad, assholes," Garrus muttered, before pulling the trigger twice. The results were spectacular. Not only were the Jiralhanae killed instantaneously, the rifle penetrated through the Wraiths' armor and the engines, causing a chain explosion that killed any infantry troops unlucky enough to be nearby.

"Oh, hell yeah!" Garrus cheered in bliss. Their weapons worked best against them! They had to replicate this tech at all costs. The teenager's moment of victory was cut short when he saw an ape invader ape invader gaze upon him with rage, and aimed a strange weapon with a curved blade.

Giving a feral grin, the jiralhane fired a grenade from the Type-25 Grenade Launcher, commonly known as a brute shot. Desolas managed pull Garrus away from the edge of the roof in time, but the explosion did rock the entire support beams, causing the building to collapse. The brute fired again and again, each explosion bigger than the last. With nothing left to support them, the trio tumbled to the ground three stories.

Saren's vision was fading in and out as he struggled to remain conscious from the fall. The ape alien was slowly walking towards the triad of Turians, licking his lips in anticipation. Without warning, the a green projectile split the skull of the Jiralhanae, killing him instantly, and the round embedded itself into a piece of concrete, still rotating from being fired from the muzzle.

"Uh...what?"

He felt himself being picked up by a Turian who had managed to steal a Covenant Carbine rifle. Judging from his chest plate, he had loads of ammunition of the exotic weapon to spare. Even in his dazed state, Saren could tell that the Turian was young, at best, a year older than he was. In contrast to his blue skin, his was dark red with white markings on his face.

"Are you all right, brother?" he asked, in camaraderie.

"Yeah..." he managed to reply. His eyes widened a bit. "Garrus! Des!" he shouted out before, screaming in pain.

"We're all right!"

Indeed they were. They didn't look worse for ware despite the fall. They had gotten supremely lucky. Saren...not so much.

Desolas and Garrus ran toward the duo, quickly scanned for hostiles, and then slightly relaxed. "Thanks for the save...who are you?"

"Nihlus," the Turian replied. "Nihlus Kryik," he introduced himself.

Desolas nearly stiffened. Along with Garrus and his younger brother, Nihlus was the third Turian the Primarchs had deemed worthy enough to be inducted into the ultra-top secret Spectre program.

"I...see," Desolas replied, hesitantly. Nihlus picked up on it, but chose not to comment.

"I see you've chosen the weapons of our invaders," Saren noted.

"Their weapons work just as well on them as they do us. Believe me...obtaining this rifle was not easy in the slightest," He lamented, remembering that hard-fought battle clear as day. He took down that brute with sheer pragmatism, not brute force

"No doubt about that. Anyhow, where's the rest of your squad?"

Nihlus scoffed. "They're dead...along with the rest of us if we don't get of this planet soon. Tell me, Captain: Why the hell weren't you down their with our brothers as these beasts rained fire upon us!"

The Turian Captain looked away in shame and guilt. "I..." he hesitated and gave a subtle glance at his brother. That seemed to only anger Nihlus even further.

"So that's it? You decided to save one, when your leadership could've saved many?!"

"That's enough, _soldier_," Desolas growled back, pulling rank for the first time in years. "What did you expect me to do? Just leave my brother out there alone with those savages? I already have enough regrets and guilt weighing on my conscience and I don't need another!"

"My squad-!"

"Ugh! What's done is done!" Garrus interjected, getting between the subordinate and the superior. "We're probably one of the last few on this planet who can still fight. Nihlus is right. We need to get the fuck off this planet and get word back to the Citadel. We are at war."

Nihlus gripped his stolen carbine. "Fine," he clenched his mandibles. "I'll follow your orders captain. But only because Turian society deems it, not because I want too." Normally, saying something that bold was warrant for a superior to push for demotion and imprisonment for insubordination. But these were not normal circumstances in the slightest.

Desolas nodded, hoping to one day gain the kid's respect again. "We need to move out, find some transportation and pray to the Spirits we can reach the upper atmosphere before they shoot us down."

"Captain Arterius, do you read?!"

Garrus' eyes widened at the incoming transmission. It couldn't be!

"Father!"

"Oh, thank Spirits your alive, Garrus!" Darius replied, relieved. "I thought these bastards had killed you."

"Lieutenant! Your alive? But...how? I thought you and Captain Vega were—"

"It's a long story, but put it like this...it wasn't easy. I guarantee you that. We're just fine. We've managed to capture a Mantis and will be on our way shortly. How many do you have with you, Captain?"

"Four, including myself."

"I...see. Then you are the last survivors who can fight."

"In the city?"

"...On the planet."

There was silence among the four of them.

"Listen to me you four! You have to reach these coordinates I'm sending you! There's a frigate hidden there. Use it and salvage whatever technology you can and get the hell out of here!"

"But father—"

"Don't argue with me, Garrus! I promised your mother that I would always take care of you and I'll be dammed if I let her down. Do you understand me, son?"

"I...yes, sir," Garrus swallowed, holding back the liquids that wanted to fall.

"Coordinates received, Lieutenant," Desolas confirmed stoically.

"Very good. Take care, Garrus...may the spirits guide you. I've always tried to be the best father I could, even in light of our circumstances. But can you promise me one thing?"

"Ye-yes?" Garrus choked out, shaking. Goddammit, he was about to lose his father for a _second_ time? Did the Spirits not feel satisfied with his mother?!

Darius closed his eyes and replied one single word. "Live."

"I'll take care of him, Darius. I promise."

"I know. Captain Vega and I will buy you as much time as we can. Desolas...it has been an honor."

"Likewise. Give 'em hell, Darius. May the Spirits be with you."

"I pray they will, too. Go! Now!"

The transmission cut off and the four Turians headed toward the coordinates that Darius had specified. Using the Covenant's own weapons against them, they surprisingly held their own against the brutes.

The frigate, the Light of Taetrus, was docked in a secret hangar, few knew the location of and the four brought as many Covenant weapons back with them. Using the onboard virtual intelligence Nihlus, Garrus, Saren, and Desolas were able to plot a course and escaped the atmosphere. They entered FTL not a minute later.

"Shall we pursue them, uncle?" Tartarus asked as he watched the city of Vallum burn to the ground.

"No. I want them to know the terror of what's coming. This is only the beginning of their salvation. We must make haste and clean up here. Take anything valuable. Strip their data and hopefully find their homeworld."

"And then...?" Tartarus asked in anticipation.

"We glass this colony," Maccabaeus replied coldly.

His nephew only grinned maniacally.

(Unknown Time, Unknown Location)

"You know we may have altered the course of the path the great ones have chosen!"

"Indeed we have. But the children of the Forerunners are not yet ready to take on the Mantle...they are divided...selfish...bigoted..."

"And to sacrifice these...lesser races to achieve that? You know they were never supposed to come in contact...EVER! The great ones will surely be displeased."

"This civilization was doomed to stagnation and complacency...the misguided Covenant...shall be their salvation through their destruction. When the time comes...they will guide come under the Mantle..."

"Very well then...we'll see where your interference in the natural order of things leads...for now."

The being in question only seemed amused.

(END)

And that's a wrap! Honestly, I'm not TOO happy about the ending seeing as I just summarized everything, but I was getting annoyed writing battle scenes as I specialize in characterization, not long drawn out firefights you already know the outcome of. It's pointless.

For those of you thinking about bitching that the Turians in my fic don't act like the ones you see in most ME/Halo crossovers, you can _**fuck right off**_. Because I'm actively not going to give a SINGLE fuck. I can't write characters as archetypes/stereotypes...I have to give them a personality or quirk, because otherwise, it gets old and boring for me to write.

Anyhow, you have any questions or criticisms, leave a review and ask in a respectful tone, and I'll answer as best as I can. As always, thanks for reading.

Till next time,

Arashi.


End file.
